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Could he some commutation broach,
111 pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch,
He need na fear their foul reproach

Nor erudition.
Yon mixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch,

The Coalition.

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue;
She's just a devil wi' a rung;
An* if she promise auld or young

To tak their part,
Tho* by the neck she should be strung.

Shell no desert.

An' now, ye chosen Five-and-Forly,
May still your Mither's heart support ye;
Then, tho9 a Minister grow dorty,

An' kick your place,
Yell snap your fingers, poor an' hearty ?
Before iris face.

God bless your Honors a5 your days,
Wi* sowps o' kail and brats o" claise,
In spite o' a5 the thievish kaes,

That haunt St. Jamie'si
Your humble Poet sings an* prays

While Rab his name is.
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